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And she was only nineteen when they burnt her.
At least, she thought she was about nineteen, but was
not quite sure. Few years had passed since she was
a child dancing under the big trees which fairies haunted
still Her days of glory had lasted only a few months,
and now she had lain week after week in prison, weighed
down with chains and balls of iron, watched day and
night by men in the cell, because she always claimed
a prisoner's right to escape if she could. Her trial
before the Bishop of Beauvais and all the learning
and theology of Paris University lasted nearly three
months. Sometimes forty men were present, some-
times over sixty, for it was a remarkable case, and
gave fine opportunity for the display of the super-
human knowledge and wisdom upon which divines
exist. Human compassion they displayed also, hurry-
ing away just before the burning began one May morn-
ing, and shedding tears of pity over the sins of one so
young. Indeed, their preachings and exhortations to
her whilst the stake and fire were being arranged con-
tinued so long that the rude English soldiers, so often
deaf to the beauty of theology, asked whether they
were going to be kept waiting there past dinner-
time.

However, the verdict of divine and human law could
never be really doubtful from the first, for the charges
on which she was found guilty comprehended many
grievous sins. The inscription placed over her head
as she stood while the flames were being kindled
declared this Joan, who called herself the Maid, to be
a liar, a plague, a deceiver of the people, a sorceress,
superstitious, a blasphemer of God, presumptuous, a
misbeliever in the faith of Christ, a boaster, idolatress,
cruel, dissolute, a witch of devils, apostate, schismatic,